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Old Father La Dure was tired.. 
It showed in hii walk al he 
slowly approached hii own liny 
house. The streets were lull of 
Naii soldiers, amiably chatting 
with pasieriby, and imiling it 
the pretty Belgian girls. And the 
girlismiledback! Father La 
Dure gmn.ed. The fools! Didn't 






handsoi 



pink-cheeked lioys « 

of oppression — of the death ol 

freedom and liberty? 

The old man remembered the 
day the Nans had come. It had 
been a cloudy, overcast day. and 
the people ol the town had heard 
the roar of plana early that 
morning. Our own, probably, 
they thought. But suddenly it 
had happened. The iky was filled 
with great billowing parachutes 
— hundreds of them! And with 
each parachute came a fierce, 
heavily armed man 0/ war. The 
little garrison ol Dutch soldiers 
had put up a brave fight. La Dure 
recalled with pride, 4iut to no 

seemed to know just where to go, 
the layout of the town, the posi- 
tion ol the arsenal — everything, 
Father U Dure seethed with 
anger as he thought of the trai- 
tors who had helped them— un- 
doubtedly men with whom he 
was on the friendliest ol terms! 
If only he knew- who they were! 
And these stupid c illicit! — grad- 
ually ihey had become used 10 
the presence ol the Nazis, till 
'■^tj^jjiy were actually inviting 



Hii reverie was broken by 
peals ol laughter as he mounted 

Slrange, he thought. His hoys 
were only three — andrhis laugh- 
ter sounded like many more. 
Father La Dure opened the doc* 
upon a sight which he had never 
dreamed of seeing. There, before 
his own hearth, sat hii three 
young sons — and three Nazi sol- 



"Pigs! Carrion!" he roared. 
"Out of my house this instant, 
before I throw you out myself!" 
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youngest son, stared at his father 
"But Papa," he said, 'these an 

"Friends!" shouted La Dure. 
"These — these dogs! Get out, 
quickly," he grued at the 10I- 
diers. "I want no followers of a 
mad. cruel dictator under my 

The three soldiers had teased 
to look like the young, happy 
boys they were. Coldly, they 
stared at the old man. Then at a 
grunted signal /torn one, they 
bowed stiffly, and started for the 
door. Turning, one 0/ [hem 

"You have not heard the last 
nf this," he said, in clipped at- 
cenu, "You have insulted our 



again, 

Father l.a Dure turned to hii 
sons, who were still itaring after 
the departing soldiers in sur- 
prise. "You see, my children," he 
laid gently, "how quietly they 
change. ! can appreciate how you 
feel. True, iliey are boys, perhaps 
fine boys at hean. But they be- 
lieve in their fflKJ bader — and 
they must follow his orders. If we 
allow oursclvei to become 
friends to these soldiers, soon we 
aho.ll lose our priceless gift of 
free hearts, and we shah never 
again have ihc will to throw oil 
ihe heavy hand of the dicta tor." 

The old man was taken the 
next evening. His sons, returning 
from school, weft met by a group 
of excited neighbors. Father La 
Dure, they said, had been taken 
away tD the old granary the 
Nazi 



were using as a headquar- 



s. He 



"Hmmph," snorted one. " Edu- 
rarion! Many have been taken 
under that pretense — and have 

Wordlessly, the anguished 
boys looked at each other. With 
one accord, they turned and set 
Out in the direction of the gran- 
ary. As they siattcd out, the 
neighbors tried to stop (hem. No 
one had been allowed in that 



vicinity since the Nazis had occu- 
pied the place. But the boys said 
nothing, only strode steadily 
along, and as they neared the for- 
bidden territory, one by one the 
others dropped away, until the 
thtee were alone. 

The three youngsters had no 
need of speech. They knew what 









had used the old granaty as i 
playground. They knew every 
inch of it, and the surrounding 
territory by heart. Crouch- 
ing low. they drifted like shad- 
ows through the dark fields, eas- 
ily passing the sleepy sentries 
posted around rhe huge, black 
building, until they reached the 
rest of the granary And there 
they found what they sought. A 
gleam of light showed them that 
theold loose board they had used 
:hy is a MCM panel 
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Kill u 



But as the hoys stealthily be- 
gin prying the hoard loose, they 
were startled by an explosion of 
epithets from inside the building, 
punctuated by a shot, Tearing 
the board loose, they peered in. 
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strong hand of hisoldesr brother, 
Francois, coveted his mouth. 

"No use for that, it would only 
give us away," whispered -Fran- 
cois savagely. "And it will not 
help — father is dead." 

Thtte before them in the huge 
Cellar stood a group of men. And 
hanging by a rope tied to his 
wrists, they saw the body of their 
father, his shoes off, matches on 
the floor and his battered face 
touting co the tortures he had 
undergone. The Nazi officer, still 
holding the gun, snarled in rage. 
The boys realized that they had 
been trying to make the old man 

thought he knew, and when he 
could not tell, the officer, in 
blind rage, had shot him, 

"Look," whispered Andresud- 
denly. "The man holding ihe 
matches — he is our mayor! And 
those othets — all men of ihe 

"Francoij/'saidthethird 
brother, "those must be the trai- 
tors who led the Nazis in occupy- 
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ing the town. And they helped to 
torture father! We must revenge 
him — and I know how!" 

A whispered consultation, and 
rhe boys began to put their plan 
into action. The men in the cel- 
lar were too busy with their 
heated argument to hear any 
sounds as the boys quietly bolted 
doors, propped heavy timbers 
against them, sealing the men in. 
Andre slipped into the building 
and locked the cellar door. When 
all was in readiness, each boy, at 
a different spot, applied a flame 
to the rotten, dry wood of the old 
granary, and each in turn slipped 
away into the night. 

An hour later, the granary was 
a huge torch against the sky. 
Townspeople and soldiers tried 
to rescue the trapped men, but 
they were doomed. And high on 
a hill over the town, the three 
boys watched a moment before 
leaving their birthplace for good, 
"So it is dune," said Francois. "In 
truth, a flaming vengeance. The 
oppressors and traitors alike per- 
ish in the flames of our Father's 
funeral pyre. And that is as it 
should be!" 
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